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HE news from Doomstown is bad,” 
T Batman observed to Robin, the Boy 
Wonder, as they listened to the reports 
coming in over the radio from the town that lay 
twenty miles outside Gotham City. “ Listen to 
this.” 

“ The police of Doomstown confess themselves 
completely baffled,” the announcer was saying. 
As he spoke a hand passed to him a sheath 
of papers and he looked up into the vision 
screen. “ Further reports just handed me indicate 
that matters are rapidly worsening. Two more 
banks were cleaned out today and witnesses of 
the robberies speak now of “invisible” bandits 
as the culprits. Police deny this, but one of our 
cameras, filming another event, happened to be 
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trained on the doors of one of the banks. The 
film shows nothing, nobody. A car at the kerb 
drove away, with no driver visible. The autho- 
rities are considering calling in Batman and 
Robin, who together form the most successful 
team of super-detectives ever known. It is under- 
stood that in Gotham City, Batman and Robin 

are being sought, to this end.” 

Batman rose to his full height and swirled his 
cape round him. “On your feet, Robin,” he 
grinned. “ When that call comes for us, we don’t 
want to be here, do we?” 


Robin looked round the Batcave and wrinkled 
his forehead. This wasn’t at all like Batman. 

“Where will we be, then?” he wanted to 
know. “ If they want you to crack this case for 
them, we should stay here, waiting for their call.” 

“We wont wait for the call, Robin,” said 
Batman crisply. “We're going to Doomstown 
right now.” 

“Now you're talking, Batman,” said Robin 
gaily and he jumped up. 

In a few minutes they were tearing along the 
main road towards the little town that was in 
the grip of some new and unknown menace. 

Doomstown was quiet enough. Indeed, thought 
Batman grimly, it was altogether too quiet. It 
was, in fact, just like a ghost town. The streets 
were entirely empty, the stores were closed and 
shuttered and the Batmobile was the only car in 
sight as they drove up to Police Headquarters. 

“ TIl say that was quick, Batman,” groaned the 
police captain who greeted them. “ I’ve only just 
called the Mayor of Gotham City asking him 
to get hold of you. How did you get here so 
quickly ?” 

“Never mind that now, Captain,” snapped 
Batman. “ Weve no time to waste. We want all 
the facts. How long has this menace been 
threatening Doomstown ?” 

“For three days now,” replied the captain, 
mopping his wet forehead.“ Tve got every patrol- 
man and every detective out after the gang or 
whoever is perpetrating these mass robberies. 
Nobody has ever seen hide nor hair of any of 
the miscreants. Half the banks in town have been 
cleaned out and many of the shops and stores. 
There are hair-raising stories from the banks of 
bundles of notes rising in the air by themselves, 
and there are girls in the stores who say they see 


the till drawer open and the cash float away by 
itself. All sheer hysterical nonsense, of course.” 

“ Maybe, maybe,” mused Batman. “ It’s crime, 
though, and ghosts don’t rob banks. There are 
no such things as invisible men; we all know 
that. Therefore there must be a human agency. 

“Men are doing these things, Captain, flesh 
and blood men, crooks and hoodlums. It’s my 
task to find out who they are and how they work. 
We'll want from you lists of all the banks that 
have been robbed, and the shops. The finger- 
printing and so on well leave to your depart- 
ment. We’ve got to get out after the crooks them- 
selves. From what we've seen of Doomstown it 
seems to be trying to live up to its name. There 
isn’t a soul in the streets and all the shops are 
closed.” 


“Most of the owners are sitting behind the 
shutters with guns trained on their safes,” said 
the captain, “ just waiting to have a shot at any 
invisible thief who tries to rob them. But you 
won't catch them out in the streets, no, sir.” 

Batman took the lists handed to him by the 
police chief and he glanced at them. “ Right,” 
he said curtly. “ We’ll take over. We're going to 
see what exactly goes on at one of these bank 
robberies and then we'll make our plans. Put 
out a call to all your operatives, will you, and tell 
them to stay put wherever they are. We aren’t 
going to keep you too long, I promise you that. 
But we must have a free hand. I’m taking a calcu- 
lated risk, Captain. We’re going out to find and 
watch a robbery actually in progress.” 

“Say,” gasped the captain, “I can’t permit 
that. If you see any signs of a robbery going on, 
you’ve got to——” But he was speaking to the 
empty air for Batman and Robin had vanished. 
He pushed back his cap and groaned. “ Invisible 
men!” he moaned. “ Batmen! I wish I was back 
on the beat.” 

In the Batmobile, Batman and Robin went 
over the lists. 

“We'll do the banks first,” said Batman with 
a grin. “ I always wanted to see bundles of notes 
floating in the air by themselves. You want to 
know something, this whole town is terrified out 
of its wits by some new and most ingenious 
menace. They just believe they see these things. 
Sounds as if they're kind of hypnotised.” 

“Tve been thinking about the bank alarms,” 
put in Robin. “ Why don’t they go off? The 
reports all said that no alarms sounded in police 
H.Q.” 

“ Simple enough for invisible men to cut alarm 
wires,” laughed Batman. “ Well, let’s go. I’ve 
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marked off on this list the banks that so far have 
not been robbed. We might as well start with 
the first one, the Merchants’ Bank of Dooms- 
town. With the streets empty like this it should 
be easy enough. One thing, Robin, we can’t use 
the Batmobile. Far too conspicuous in empty 
streets like these. We’ll have to leave it parked 
somewhere.” 

“That’s going to hinder us a lot,” objected 
the Boy Wonder. “ We can’t possibly carry the 
equipment we need.” 

“ What equipment ?” asked Batman blandly. 
“ We'll have our eyes and our brains. What more 
do we need ?” 

They hid in an alley with a clear view of the 
front entrance of the Merchants’ Bank and 
settled themselves to wait. It seemed a forlorn 
hope, but a start had to be made somewhere. 
There was one thing. The Merchants’ Bank was 
one of the largest and it seemed odd it had not 
yet been robbed. Its turn must be just about due 
now, after three days. 

After three hours they heard the first sound 
they had heard in the deserted streets. It was the 
sound of a car engine and both Batman and Robin 
crouched, alert. Just round the next corner, they 
could see the front of the car. Then, with bulging 
eyes, they saw the bank doors open, stay open 
for a while then close. They looked at each other. 
One shot sounded from inside and there was 
again silence. 

Batman resisted the impulse to dart forward 
and he held back the wriggling Robin. 

They can scarcely believe their own eyes as 
they saw, emerging from the open bank doors, a 
string of large leather bags. About two feet from 


the ground the bags bobbed along towards the 
corner. 


Rooted to the spot with sheer astonishment、 
neither Batman nor Robin could have moved a 
muscle even if they had intended to do so. The 
spectacle of those bags, with no one holding 
them, calmly bobbing along above the pavement, 
held them spellbound. The last bag vanished 
round the corner and out shot the car. It was 
apparently without a driver, and Robin’s eyes 
bulged as he saw it career round the corner, 
speed past them and vanish downtown. 

“Did you see that, Batman?” he yelled. 
“There was no one in the car. Just those bags 
all in a heap. It just can’t be true. These folks 
are right. There are invisible men committing 
these crimes.” 

“You and I know better than that, Robin,” 
said Batman calmly. “It’s a mystery, I'll grant 
you that. But it’s a mystery we must solve. Let’s 
go into the bank.” 
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The bank officers were streaming out into the 
road as Batman and Robin came into the door- 
way. The pair held back in the doorway and 
glanced inside. On the floor lay a man, uncon- 
scious. Over his head was pulled a silk stocking. 
The bank manager was kneeling over him. As 
Batman approached he looked up. 

“It’s Batman himself,” he babbled excitedly. 
“ Why weren’t you inside just now? They’ve got 
away with all the money in the bank. Thank 
heavens I managed to get this one though.” 

Batman was examining the unconscious 
robber. “ He'll not talk for quite a while,” he 
told the manager laconically. “ When the police 
come, tell them to hold on to him tightly. We 
may need this fellow later.” 

“But... but... where are you going?” 
demanded the manager. “The robbery took 
place here, Batman. . . . There's the police siren 
now....” 
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TRAPPED BY THE PENGUIN 
2,3 or 4 players 


Use the dice or spinner and one counter for each player. OBJECT - To move round the castle from the 
word ‘Start’ to the dungeon at the bottom of the game, where Robin is held prisoner by the Penguin. 


Before the start of play, spin the spinner to determine who goes first. Highest score begins. To find the way 
Into the castle from the start, a player must first shake a six. Not more than one player may occupy a square 
at a time, unless the instructions printed on the game direct a player to go to a square already occupied by 
another player's counter, or as in the case of the last square in the game, where more than one counter 


may rest until the player shakes a six. With these exceptions, if a player's turn carries him on to a square 
already occupied by another counter, he must return to his previous square and wait until his next turn 


to shake again. 


The WINNER is the first player to reach Robin and shake a six to release him. 


GOTHAM RUN 
any number of players 


Use the Batchute you can make from the centre page and some halfpennies or pennies. Maybe you will 
decide on six or so to constitute a turn. 


Object: place the chute anywhere you like around the edge of the board, though you must keep it in the 
one position for the whole turn. Coins that roll off the playing area should not be used again in that turn. 


The winner is the first player to reach a set total such as 50, 75 or 100, or maybe the best score of five or 
six turns. 


BAT-TRACK 
2 or 4 players 


Object: To drive round the track an agreed number of laps and be first over the finishing line. The dice 
should be rolled before play begins to decide which player gets choice of track. If four players take part, 
two teams should be formed, each player using a model marker. 


‘The winning team is the first to get both men over the finishing line. 


‘Teams can please themselves whether they travel clockwise or anti-clockwise round the track. When landing 
on the different coloured squares, the printed instructions must be obeyed, The team or player who wins 
choice of track should not take first turn with the dice and in the case of four players, they should seat 
themselves round the game so that they face their partners and take alternate turns with their opponents. 


The winner is the first player or team to cross the finishing line. 
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Cut out carefully with 
. scissors, bend up tabs 


e M on circular base and 
. glue to inside walls of 
8228 cup, finishing by gluing 
개 the sides together. 
70 MAKE THE DICE 


1. Lightly score dotted lines. 

J 2. Cut out carefully. 

/ 3. Glue tabs (a) and (b) and make into an 
open box. Hold in position with pencil 
until firmly stuck. 

4. Fold inwards, glue tabs (c) (d) and (e) 


and close the box. 
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70 MAKE THE SPINNER 


1. Cut out the numbered shape and 
make a hole in the centre with a pin. 

2. Push through a sharpened match or 
cocktail stick. 


AND BITMANS CRIME PATROL! 


BLANKS FOR SHOOTING RANGE 


c CHUTE FOR GOTHAM RUN 
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COUNTERS FOR TRAPPED BY THE PENGUIN ` 


MODELS FOR BAT TRACK 
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TO MAKE UP YOUR CHUTE 


Cut out carefully and score 
dotted lines. Take the top and 
cut in towards the centre along 
line marked ‘A‘ making sure 
you don’t cut through the two 
dotted lines in the middle. 

Next crease these two dotted 
lines marked ር" keeping the 
coloured surface outside. 

Now bend up, line ‘A‘ to cover 
the white triangles and glue into 
this position. Tab “B* can now 
be folded over and glued to 
opposite side. The top is now 
ready to be glued to the base 
as in the diagram. 
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BATMAN’S 


SHOOTING RANGE 
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BATMAN'S CRIME PATROL 
2,3 or 4 players 


Use the dice or spinner and a counter for each player, also the bonus cards to be cut from the centre page. 


Paper and pencil to keep your score. 


Object: start on any green square and go all round the board, finishing back on your starting square. Red 
or Blue squares cannot be used for a starting place. Before play begins, shuffle and place face down in their 
respective colour piles - the red and blue bonus cards. Draw 8 line down the middle of the paper you are 
using fora score card and write RED at the top of one column and BLUE at the other. Before play can begin, 
you must shake the dice, highest score being able to choose whether they wish to help Batman and Robin 
round up the lawless men of Gotham City. This means the blue cards score for you and the red ones against, 
or If you support Penguin and Joker, the red cards score for you and blue against. To begin play you must 
shake a six and to finish you must shake the exact number to land you back on your starting square. When 
you land on one of the red or blue squares, you must pick up one of the cards of that colour from the two 
piles, show it to the other players and record the score from it in the correct column on your score card, 
placing the card face down in its pile. When the first player reaches his starting square, play stops and the 
two columns of figures on your score card must be added up separately. Then the score from the cards which 
count against you must be subtracted from those that count for you. If you have scored well, you may have 


a plus score and if your score is a bad one, you may get a minus score. 


The winner is the player with the best score. 


SHOOTING RANGE 
2 or 4 players 


Use the dice and coloured blanks from the centre page. 


Object: To shoot down all your opponent's men by rolling their number on the dice. Players should place 
the game on the table in a position to allow them to sit behind their own colours. If four players take part, 
two teams should be formed, players of the same team to sit next to one another so that as the dice shaker 
is passed round they follow one another. Roll the dice to decide which side you will take - the loser starts 
first. To play, take turns to roll the dice. After the dice is rolled, indicate to your opponent which of his 
men, bearing the same number as your dice, you have hit. He must cover that number up with one of his 
coloured blanks. 


The winner is the first man to shoot down all his opponent's men. 


“We're going after the robbers, sir,” said Bat- 
man briskly. “ No use us staying round here. 
There are other banks in Doomstown and we 
know now how we can be ready for them.” 

“You know——” began the man excitedly. 
But Batman and Robin had gone. They made 
for the Batmobile and sat down inside to talk 
this incredible thing over. 

“When that fellow recovers consciousness,” 
mused Batman, “ ከ6 must be released and a tail 
put on him. It’s just possible he could lead us to 
the lair of whoever is perpetrating this impudent 
hoax. It’s a hoax right enough, Robin, believe 
it or not.” 

“ But the men holding those bags were really 
invisible,” cried Robin. “ We’ve got the evidence 
of our own eyes.” 
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“ This time,” observed Batman dryly, “ it looks 
as though the evidence of our eyes isn’t good 
enough. We need something more concrete. 171 
make a list here now and I want you to scoot 
round town and get these for me. You'll need 
a police escort, I fancy, otherwise the shop- 
keepers won't let you in. Here's the list.” 

Robin looked down at the paper and whistled. 
“Flour,” he grinned. “Smoke capsules. Fish 
glue. Paint sprayers. Say, are we going to cook 
something? Can’t say I fancy a pie made with 
fish glue and paint.” 

“Those things will enable you to see those 
so-called * invisible * men of yours,” Batman said 
crisply. “ Cut along now, Robin. I’ve got my own 
problems. Pve got to think of some way of 
making the Batmobile invisible. Next time we 
can't afford to be without it.” 

He drove Robin round to the H.Q. of the 
Doomstown Police Department where the cap- 
tain was waiting for them. Batman arranged for 
a police escort for Robin in his shopping expedi- 
tion and he saw Boy Wonder depart. 

“The robber we caught, Batman,” said the 
captain. “ He's not conscious yet. You want to 
see him? We've got him here.” 

In a bed in the cells Batman looked down at 
the unconscious hoodlum. But, to his astonish- 
ment, the man was old and white-haired. He 
turned to the captain with raised eyebrows. 

“ This man looks very old,” he said. “ Look at 
the wrinkles on his face and those fingers outside 
the covers. They're the fingers of an old man. 
Doesn't look as though he'd have the strength 
to lift one of those heavy leather bags.” 

“ Looks that way to me too, Batman,” agreed 
the other. “What d'you make of it? I figured 
these hoodlums would all be young fellows.” 


Batman wrinkled his brows and chewed his 
lips. There was something very odd about this 
man in the bed. He decided after all not to ask 
the captain to release him when he recovered. It 
would be quite some while before this man 
opened his eyes, too late for Batman’s purposes. 
He decided also against asking for road-blocks 
on every road out of town. Just one more bank 
robbery he wanted now and he could crack this 
case. 

Robin came back loaded with the equipment 
they needed. They stowed it away in the Bat- 
mobile. Batman waved to the captain. 

“ Just hold off your men for a few more hours. 
Have all your cars ready for a call from me. We 
may have a long chase. If you've a helicopter have 
that ready too.” 

With Robin reading off the names of the banks 
still unvisited, he drove round town visiting 
each bank. At each he left a bag of flour, a 
box of smoke capsules, a can of glue and a paint- 
spraying outfit. He also left several very puzzled 
and curious bank managers with very detailed 
instructions. Each man was so scared of having 
his bank robbed, however, that Batman felt sure 
he could rely on them carrying out the sug- 
gestions he made as to the use of the strange 
equipment left behind. 

“We find us an alley now, Robin,” Batman 
said gaily, “and we wait. The traps are baited» 
and we wait for the signals from the bank that 
is next on the list for a raid. They will signal us 
on our frequency and then we've got to move 
fast. 171 leave the engine running.” 

“ I don’t get it,” Robin said. “ What's the use 
of all that stuff we left ? Maybe, I can just under- 
stand. You've left them the things so that who- 
ever is robbing the bank can be covered by paint 


or flour or outlined in smoke and the glue might 
trap their feet. But they’ll shoot it out with the 
bank men and we don’t want that, do we?” 

“We wont have it, Robin,” said Batman 
crisply. “ I feel pretty sure of that. I don’t think 
these villains are armed; they don’t think they 
need to be. That fellow the bank manager at 
the Merchants’ winged had no gun.” 

The alarm went earlier than they had 
anticipated. 

“ National Bank, at corners of First and State 
Streets,” snapped Batman, and the car shot from 
its alley like a bullet from a gun. 

The scene was familiar and they watched the 
open door of the bank. This time there were 


shots from inside and only three bags came out. 
But this time the bags were being held by 一 
something. Batman and Robin stared open- 
mouthed at the apparitions leaving the bank 
doorway. Like statues of smoke, each holding 
a bag, they seemed to blur across the vision like 
puffs of smoke. One by one they entered the 
car and it shot away. This time the Batmobile 
was in hot pursuit. 

The way led out of town and, staring ahead, 
Batman and Robin had the eerie sensation of 
seeing the leading car apparently being driven 
by ghostly figures out of a nightmare. 

Leaning from the window he fired at the tyres 
of the car in front. One bullet at last hit and 
the car lurched to one side. Rapidly righting 
itself it careered along madly. Batman gestured 
to the radio. 
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“ Tell the police which way we're heading. Tell 

them to get the ’copter up to cover us.” 
The car ahead was lurching madly now from 
side to side, and as they watched they saw it 
swerve right off the road and hit a tree head on. 
Jamming on all his brakes, Batman pulled the 
Batmobile to a standstill and he and Robin, with 
weapons at the alert, piled out. 

They stared at the car and saw several shape- 
less bundles of what looked like flour- and paint- 
covered mummies, each holding a leather bag. 
As they watched spell-bound they saw growing 
on the ground, bundles of the grey smoky stuff. 
Then the bags vanished and there was nothing! 

Batman sprang forward. He dashed round the 
wrecked car and pointed to the ground. 

“Look, there, Robin,” he called. “There's 
your invisible men. They've stripped but they 
aren't making invisible footprints. They left their 
loot in the car; we must be close to their hideout. 
Let's follow, Robin.” 

Weapons ready and stooping down they crept 
over the uneven ground, following the uncanny 
footprints. A roof appeared in the midst of a 
clump of trees and they both fell to the ground. 

“There's a skylight over there,” Batman 
jerked. “ We'll make for that, eh ?” 

The window-frame creaked as they prised it 
open and then they dropped to a landing under 
the tiles. Noises could be heard below and angry 
voices shouting. 

Batman gripped Robin's arm. “No time to 
waste, Robin,” he muttered. “They know the 
game's up and they'll be ready to make a get- 
away. We've got to go right in and stop them. 
Ready?” 

“Tm way ahead of you, Batman,” said Robin 
gaily as he darted for the stairs with Batman on 


his heels. Below they found a hall with open 
doors leading off it. Shots whizzed towards them 
and they flattened themselves against the wall. 
They saw queer blurring things whizz past them 
and each aimed his ray-gun at where he thought 
the blur might be. They were rewarded with 
howls as some of the energy charges found 
targets. A voice shouted from one of the rooms. 

“It’s useless, Batman,” it yelled. “ Your clumsy 
traps are useless against my acceleration drug. 
But I must admit you are a nuisance and we are 
about cleaned up. Well move on to another 
town, I and my invisible band of robbers. Fare- 
well, Batman, farewell.” 

“ Who are you?” shouted Batman. “ Give me 
a sight of yourself. Have we met before?” 

“ Indeed we have,” came a mocking voice. 
“ We met at no less a function than a scientific 


conference. I am a chemist, Batman. My name is, 
or was—I now use a dozen other names—Julian 
Horstman. 

“I have developed a drug that accelerates 
every function of the human body many, many 
times. An injection of my wonder drug makes 
the patient live at a much faster than ordinary 
rate. Under its influence, while they appear to 
be moving at an ordinary pace, all others appear 
to be standing still like stone statues. My men 
can pass among other men like invisible men. 
Your paint and smoke and flour gave my boys 
quite a shock, I can tell you. I give you credit for 
that, Batman.” 

“ Stay here, Robin,” whispered Batman. “ I’m 
going in over his head. The police cars will be 
here any minute.” 

He leaped into the air and went into the room. 
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A tall, silver-haired man stood at the other end 
of the room, a syringe in his hand. “ One plunge 
of this,” he sneered at Batman, “and I vanish 
from your sight.” 

“ And you begin to grow older every minute,” 
shouted Batman. “ As your life rate increases, so 
you grow older and older——” 

“ This is the first time I have used my own 
drug,” laughed Horstman. “ A little will not age 
me much. I admit that frequent and prolonged 
use of it will——” 

A voice roared almost at Batman’s feet. “ Hear 
that, boys. The Doc’s making us all old men. 
I felt it coming on me but I thought it was only 
natural. Say, we got to stop this or we'll all die 
of old age very soon. Let’s get him. He can’t do 
this to us.” 

Batman, watching from above, saw Dr. Julius 
Horstman cringing back as though fighting off 
some unseen menace. A weird sight followed. 
As the effects of the drug began to wear off, the 
living rate of the invisible robbers began to slow 
down to normal and they began to appear, as 
shreds and tatters of men, like strands of smoke, 
then more solid and, finally, as the accelerator 
ceased to operate, as normal men living at a 
normal bodily rate. But they were all piling 
furiously on to the crazy, terrified Dr. Julian 
Horstman, twisted genius of the laboratory. 

Police, with ray-guns, were lining the walls 
outside, and at Batman’s signal they rushed in. 

“ Here's your invisible bank robbers, Cap- 
tain,” he laughed. “ They look solid enough and 
tough enough. Here’s the ring-leader, Dr. Julius 
Horstman. You take him to town in the ’copter, 
Robin and I will follow in the Batmobile. The 
other thugs can go in your cars. We made a clean 
sweep, I think. I don’t think you’ll be bothered 
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in Doomstown any more by the invisible menace. 
Now, where has young Robin got to?” 

“ Here, Batman,” called Robin cheerfully and 
his head looked out of a cellar doorway. “ You 
should just see down here. There’s stacks and 
stacks of money down here—there must be 
millions of it.” 

Batman laughed. “ We can safely leave all that 
to you, Captain,” he said. And the captain wrung 
his hand fervently. 

“Don’t know how we'll ever be able to thank 
Batman,” he said, “ 881 you, Robin. Say, you 
did a smart job. What put you on to the 
solution ?” 

“Tt was that white-haired guy who got shot 
in the Merchants’ Bank,” grinned Batman. “ He 
looked too far gone to be a bank robber. Guys 
with hair like his are usually sitting in some jail 
serving a long sentence. This bunch will have 
quite a few years to repent of their crimes, won’t 
they? At that, maybe it'll be better than dying 
too soon of old age.” 
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